Chapter Twenty-Eight

MY PLACE IN SCULPTURE

I   HAVE  OFTEN  BEEN  ASKED  BY ASPIRING  SCULPTORS  TO
help them to get on their feet, and not very long after
this have had the ironical pleasure of watching tliem
getting large commissions and all sorts of decorative
work from sources that would never come near me ; nor have
the aspirants-, when safely in the saddle, taken the same
interest in my work that they formerly professed.  In other
directions this spirit manifests itself thus : a certain author is
very eager to write my life, and professes a tremendous
admiration for my work.  I never answer any fan mail, and
after two or three unsuccessful attempts to get me to com-
municate with him, the author sends me a most abusive
letter in which he uses the expression : " Your manners are
as atrocious as your marbles." Somewhat revealing!

What amazes me is that from far afield as South Africa,
Australia, and Western Canada, I receive letters from well-
wishers telling me just where I have not lived up to their ideals
in my work. Then there are the would-be "inspiratrices"
who send me batches of photographs which are indignantly
demanded back after a week or two, so giving me much
trouble. In many cases sculptors or refugees from the lands
of persecution send photographs of their work to solicit my
assistance, and I have certainly sworn to their talent time
and again. I have yet to receive proof of a new Michelangelo*
In some cases hoaxes are attempted, and it always passes my
understanding why .people should take the trouble to make
me believe they will endow me with commissions and make
me wealthy. They waste my time and leave a fictitious
address, usually an expensive luxury hotel Perhaps the
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